

T he Tragedy 

Ofyou my noble Coofcn Buckingham^ 

It eucr any grudge were logdc betweenc vs. 

y° u Lo: Riucrs, and Lord Gray ofyou, 

^ bat all without defert haue frownd on me, 

Dukes, Earles,Lords, gentlemen, indeed of all? 

I doc not know that English man aliae. 

With whom my foule is any iotte at oddes , 

More then the infant that is borne to ni^ht: 

Ithanke my God for my humility. 

QL A holy day (hall this be kept hereafter, 

3 would to God ail (i rites were well compounded* 

My foueraigne liege I doe beftcch your Maicfty, 

1 o Hike our brotracr Cmrejicc to your Grace. 

VVliy Madame , haue I oftred louc for this. 

To be thus fcorned in thisroyallprcfcncej 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead, 

\ ou doe him iniury to fcorne his co; fc. 

Ryu. Who knowes not he is dead? who knowes he is* 
Q*,. All feeing heauen, what a world is this? 

Bu( k Lookc I fo pale Lo: Dorlct as the reft? 

Dor. 3 my good L:and no one in this prelence. 

But his red couler hath forfooke his cheekes. 

Kin, Is Clarence dead, the order was rcuerff. 

Clo. But he poore foule by your firft order died. 

And that a wingled Mercury did beare, 

Some tardy cripple bore the cou.iterraaund, 

That came tco lag to fee him buried: 

Gcd grant that fomelefle noble, and lefle loyall, 
Neererin bioudy thoughts, but notinblond: 

Defenic not worfc then wx-ctched Clarence did, 

And yet go currant ftom fufpition. "Enfer Darly, 

bar. A boone my foueraigne for my foruice done* 

Kin. 1 p.*ay thee peace, myfoulcisfidlofforrdw. 
bar. I will not rife vnlefle your highnefle grant. 

Kin. Then fpcake at once, what is it thou demaundft. 
bar. The forfeit foueraigne ofmy ftruants life. 

Who flew to day a riotous gentleman. 

Lately attendant on the Duke ofNo.-folkc, 

Kin. Hduc 






tf Richard the third. 

f Kin. Hatjela tongue to doome my brothers death. 

And fhall the fame giuc pardon to a flaue? 

My brother flew no man, his fault was thought, 

And yet his punifhmcnt was crueli death. 

Who fued to me for him? who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my fccte and bad me be aduifdc? 

Who fpakc of Brotherhood? who of Joue? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forfake 
The mighty Warwicke, and did fight for me: 

Who tolde me in the field by Teuxbery, 

When Oxfordhad me downe, he refeued me. 

And faid deare brother , liue and be a King? 

Who told me when we both lay in the field. 

Frozen almoft to death, how he did lappe me 
Eueninhis owne garments, and gauc himfelfc 
All thin and naked to the numbcold night? 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully puckt, and not a man ofyou 
Had’fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters, or your waighting vaflailcs 
Haue done a drunken (laughter, and defaftc 
The pretious image of our deare R edeemer. 

You ftraight arc on your knees for pardon pardon. 

And I vniuftly too, muft grant it .you: 
Butformybrother,notamanwould fpeake. 

Nor I vngratious fpeake vnto my felfe. 

For him poore foule: The proudeft ofyou all 
Haue beene beholdingto him in his life: \ 

Yet none ofyou would once pleade for hislife: 

Oh God I feare thy Iuftice will take hold 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this. (Exit. 
Come Haftings help me to my elofet, oh poore Clarence, 
g/o. This is the fruit of raflines: markt you not 
How that the guilty kindred of the Queene, 

Lookt pale when they did heareof Clarence death? 

Oh they did vrge it ftili vnto the King, 

Godwillreuengeit. Butcomeletsin 

To comfort Edward with our company* Exeunt. 
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